THE    MEMOIRS    OF
Liverpool sank to the level of a village of the meanest
importance, despite the expenditure of large funds in deep-
ening the channel of the river, in the never-realized hope
that It might become a port. Liverpool stands as a monu-
ment to a governor who was not distinguished for foresight.
At the time, however, when Rashleigh first passed through
it, there were about fifteen hundred convicts employed by
the Government there on various works, and it seemed to
him, used for two years to the open spaces of the plains, a
bustling place, accentuated by the fact that the workpeople
were then just returning to their homes and the convicts to
barracks.
*Yerrah? there, Biddy,' cried a man to the old woman, 'and
who's thim in the cart wid ye?"
*Shure, and who should they be but my Government men,
you spalpeen,' answered the woman with a chuckle: meaning
that they were convicts assigned to her service.
"Alsy, now, wid your joking; shure it ain't in airnest
she is, young man. Is it?* asked the questioner of Rash-
leigh.
'That's just what we are,* asserted he, entering into
the spirit of the joke. 'We're this lady's Government
men/
Giving the curious one no further information, the trio
rattled on in the cart through the town, and on Into the
country, with Biddy regularly stimulating herself with nips
from the keg, until at last, and not before every bone In
Rashlelgh's body was aching with the jolting, she suddenly
cried: 'Praise be to the Vargin, I see our lights yonder; we'll
soon be home now.'
A few yards on she turned off the road towards a cluster
of huts standing in the centre of a large clearing, and was
soon surrounded by what seemed like a pack of fifty yelping
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